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IN THE DISTANCE. 
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The sky, that wraps so lovingly 
Her azure mantle, soft and fair, 
About the rough and sullen rocks, 
Who lift their foreheads stern 8nd bare, , 
Turns, when you gain the toilsome height, 
To chilling draughts of common air. 


A rainbow spanned the weeping sky 
Right royally, one summer day ; 

Childlike, [ sought the slender pine, 
Within whose tasseled boughs it lay: 

When lo! its arching gorgeousness 
Sprang lightly o’er the far-off bay! 


This morning, when my eager eyes 
Peered through the frosted window-pane, 

Lo! fairy hands had strewn with pearls 
The shrubs and grasses of the plain; 

I grasped the glittering gems, to find 
Them only drops of frozen rain! 


Ah, ever thus these mirage charms 
Obscure the good to-day may bear; 

And men still vainly try to grasp 
What, in the distance, looks so fair: 

Like children catching, at their play, 
Gay baubles, bursting into air! 
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WOMAN'S LOVE AND PERSEVERANCE. 
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BY CAPTAIN JAMES F. ALCORN. 


Au, Hubbard, whither bound? And why are 
you rigged in that style? I’m blessed if ye 
don’t look more like a parson than a blue jacket ! 
What's up, any way?’ And Captain Mayhew 
button-holed his late mato and held him up for 
an answer. 

“Only going to a party. I supposed you had 
an invitation.” 

“To Milly Weston’s birthday ball? Yes, and 
I’m going too. Bat aint you early 2” 

“ Possibly, but I wish to be there in time. In 
fact, Mrs. Weston subjoined a request to that 
effect to her note of invitation.” 

“Mrs. or Miss, did you say?” And the 
queriest’s features expanded in an arch smile. 

“Mrs., of course,” said our hero, calmly, 

“Ah, Hubbard, it wont do! I’ve heard of 
you. You're a lucky dog, if ye only knew it. 
There aint Milly Weston’s equal in this port.to- 
day, apart from her market value as an heiress, 
When did you woo and win her, say ?” 


“Come, Mayhew, you're ahead of my time. 
I have not won her, nor have I ever wooed her 


| yet?” 


“Whew! Tell that to the marines,” 

“A fact.” 

“‘T believe it, just to accommodate.” 

** Mayhew !”” 

“ Botter tell Emma that tale.” 

“‘T will, and Mrs. Mayhew will believe me.” 

“Not she, for she knows better.” 

“What ?” ; 

“T’ve said it. You didn’t know that Em was 
Milly’s confidant.” ee 

“* And if she is—” 

“Why she has your secret ; that’s all.” 

“My secret? Explain.” 

“Fadge! You know.” | 

“So little that I am fairly puzzled for your 
meaning, Mayhew.” 

“Do you assert that you have never ‘ sparked’ 
Milly Weston.” 

“ Never, on my honor.” 

“* Well that’s cool. How isit that you are the 
happy individual that stands the highest in her 
favor, then ?” 

“Do I?” 

“<? Tis so said.” 

“ By whom ?” 

“ Herself.” 

George Hubbard started. “You jest,” he 
said, eagerly. 

“Not I.” And passing his arm through our 
hero’s, Captain Mayhew moved on slowly, say- 
ing, ‘But is it possible, George, that you are 
ignorant of the fact ?” 

“« As is yon ragged newsboy. A Journal here, 
my lad. I may have hoped for her esteem, but 
never dreamed she loved me.” 

“‘ And you never breathed the subject to her ?”” 

“‘Nover. I have not seen her for a year, you 
know, and then but for an hour at your house 
the eve before wo sailed.” 

“ Then I have told you news ?” 

“And good news. I frankly confess, May- 
hew, I’ve often thought, when she ‘was but a 
child, he would be « happy man who won her 
woman’s heart.” 

“Yet never tried ?” 

“JT had nochance. A poor, friendless sailor- 
boy, an apprentice to her father, what hope had, 
or indeed, have I, of winning her ?”’ : 

‘‘The best that man may have, and founded 
on her love.” 

“Since he was lost, I have been with you, you 
know, and thanks to you, am what I am.” 

‘Thanks to your own merits, rather. If I 
ever said a good word for you, George, "twas 
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only because you deserved it. I do not flatter 
you when I say Hinkly & Brown could not have 
given the Annie Laurie to a smarter sailor or a 
more capable man. But I must home to escort 
Em to the party. We’ll meet you there, and if 
you are as good at pumping for a secret as you 
were for a free hold, when we sprung that leak 
off Java Head, I shouldn’t wonder if you got 
the whole story.” And parting from the youth, 
he hurried off in an opposite direction, while the 
latter pursued his way, apparently lost in reverie 
for a short time, when he drew his handsome 
form up proudly, murmuring: 

“Yes, I'll declare my love to-night, and learn 
my fate from her own lips. I barely hoped that 
she might remember the outcast sailor-boy who 
had joined her in her childish romps in the old 
Manhattan. By Jove—loves me—lucky dog, 
indeed.”” And increasing his speed, he hurried 
on to the mansion which was to be the scene of 
festivity that night for the first time in seven 
years. 

“You are welcome, Captain Hubbard,” said 
the buxom Widow Weston, as she received her 
guest in the hall of her mansion, and leading 
him to the parlor, added, “‘ Accept my sincere 
congratulation upon your recent promotion, and 
permit me to add my thanks for your early 
arrival.” 

“Captain Weston’s wife may command me 
at any and all times without incurring obliga- 
tion. Believe me, I am only too happy to 
respond to your request.” 

“‘Thank you. But here comes Milly, to— 

“ Congratulate him, of course.” And the 
lovely intruder advanced from the door with ex- 
tended hand, adding, as she clasped it, “ Ay, and 
scold him too for so long withholding the visit 
he promised me, when we last met at Captain 
Mayhew’s.” 

“Did I promise ?” 

“There, forgotten it, I declare! Of course 
you did, and now afford me very convincing evi- 
dence of the esteem in which you hold your 
former playmate.” 

“Your pardon, Miss Weston. Business may 
have crowded the promise you mention from my 
brain, and that it did a faint remembrance of the 
fact convinces me; but nothing on earth will 
drive from my heart its treasured memory of your 
kindness to the poor and friendless sailor-boy of 
the old Manhattan.” . 

“Milly’s eyes sank beneath the fervent glance 
which accompanied his words, and she hastened 
to respond: 

“Not kindness. I was not kind—a perfect 
tease, rather, while "twas you who was kind and 
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indulgent. I have not forgotten who fashioned 
ships and rigged them for my gratification, and 
underwent so many severe scoldings from the 
gruff old mate for wasted time and neglected 
tasks.” 

‘QO, that was nothing. He did not mean it.” 

“Come!” And taking his arm, she led him 
to the mantel, 6n which, enclosed in a glass vase, 
and richly ornamented in an emerald representa- 
tion of the sea, stood a rude model of a full- 
rigged ship. ‘Do you. remember that?” she 
asked, with a beaming smile. 

“ Our little Manhattan !’’ he exclaimed, with a 
start of recognition. ‘“ And you preserved 
this qu 

‘‘ Because it was made for me, and at such 
cost to you. Think you I have forgotten tha 

“Flogging. Ha, ha! Nor have I. Poor 
Mr. Rynders, I trust I may live to become as 
good a seaman as was he. I know now that a 
kind heart beat in his breast with all -his 
sternness,” 

“So my poor husband was wont to say,”’ re- 
marked the widow, adding, ‘‘ Come, Milly, you 
must relinquish Captain Hubbard to me now, 
and when our guests arrive you may monopolize 
him to your heart’s content.” 

“If the guests will only let me, mama, you 
should say,” and with a merry laugh she 
disappeared. 

The mansion was thronged with guests, and 
the lovely queen of the fete found herself the 
centre of a circle which held her a close pris- 
oner until her patience was well nigh exhausted. 
She had seen Captain Hubbard and her bosom 
friend, Mrs. Mayhew, several times during the 
evening, and each time apparently in close con- 
versation, and she was eager to join them. She 
had an intuitive perception of their engrossing 
theme, and felt ill at ease, half vexed that she 
had risked betrayal by confiding her treasured 
secret to a friend. 

But despite her carnest desire it was late ere she 
could join them, when meeting a beaming glance 
from the gallant tar which sent the life tide faster 
through her veins, she turned a reproachfal, 
questioning regard upon his companion, to 
which she responded by an arch but silent 
negative. 

“I vow I'll tell Captain Mayhew when I find 
him,” she said. ‘I’ve been watching you all 
the evening. Pretty conduct for a young man 
and married lady! What could you find to talk 
about so long and earnestly ?”’ 

“Auld lang syne, of course, Milly. You 
know Captain Hubbard and I are old mess- 
mates.” 
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“So much the more dangerous to Captain 

Mayhew’s interests,” rejoined the maiden, with 
amerry laugh. “IvowI must find him and put 
him on his guard against this new-fledged 
captain.” 
- “Nay, lest you might execute that threat I’ll 
be beforehand with you. Keep her a close 
prisoner, Hubbard, until I make my peace. Ha, 
ha, ma belle Amelia, fore-warned, fore-armed.” 
And gayly shaking her finger, Mrs. Mayhew 
tripped lightly away, leaving our heroine engaged 
in a playful struggle with her captor, from whose 
gentle grasp she broke suddenly, and with a 
whispered “come,” darted from the thronged 
drawing-rooms. 

‘You can tell me now the theme that so en- 
grossed you and my friend,” she said, as she 
submitted to re-capture on the threshold of the 
conservatory door. “What was she telling 
you ?” 

“Of your earnest and enduring love for your 
father, Miss Weston, and the hope you cherish 
of his prolonged existence.” 

The maiden breathed freer. “Ah, was that 
all 27 : 

‘‘No; but if you please we will speak of that 
first. On what is this hope founded ?” 

“Heaven knows, Captain Hubbard. But I 
have ever felt that we should have him back 
some day.” 

“You amaze me. I never dreamed of such 
an event as possible. That the Manhattan 
foundered is a fact so well established that I con- 
- ceived it impossible for a doubt to exist in the 
minds of any.” 

“Nor do I doubt that fact; but that my 
father perished with her.” 

“‘T cannot conceive how he could be saved. 
When last seen she was in a sinking condition, 
and could not outlive the gale, which prevented 
the Mountain Eagle from rendering the necessary 
assistance that night.” ’ 

‘“‘And which was rendered unavailing in the 
morning dy the Manhattan’s disappearance. No, 
I never doubted that she went down that night.” 

“But seven years have elapsed, and if your 
father, or any of his crew had escaped, they 
would have returned, or we gained some tidings 
of them.” 

“We might not instance the case of Alexander 
Selkirk, and a dozen others, whose existence 
was unknown for a longer period.” 

‘“‘But when seen by the Mountain Eagle the 
Manhattan was nearly a thousand miles from 
the nearest land.” 


“T know it, and that her boats were reported | 


stove or unserviceable; yet I hope, nay, I am 
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almost certain that my father is alive. You 
cannot convince me of the contrary.” 
“Far be from me all desire to do so. The 


great Ruler of the universe is omniscient, and I 
most sincerely pray, though hopeless myself, 
that your fondest hope may be realized.” 

“Thank you. But for that hope I had been 
most miserable. To deprive me of it would be 
to take my life. No, no, I could not believe that 
my dear, dear, kind, indulgent father sleeps be- 
neath the waves.” 

_“ And you have imparted ‘this hope to your 
mother, I find.” 

“Yes, and I rejoice at it, she was so sad and 
hopeless.” 

““So she has told me. If alive, I could wish 
the task were mine to find and restore him to 
your love.” 

“Would you seek him, George ?” 

Our hero started at the question, and the 
musical intonation of her voice, as she breathed 
his name. 

“Yes, over the whole surface of the globe if I 
could conceive the slightest possibility of success, 
or his prolonged existence.” 

“But uncheered by either, hopeless as you are, 
I mean 2?” 

For near a minute the youth paused, thrilling 
his companion’s soul with a fond and questien- 
ing regard which met a response as fond and 
voluminous in meaning. | 

“For your sake, Amelia, yes.” 

“T knew it,” she exclaimed, joyfully. “TI 
have even felt that I could trust you with the 
task, which would have been my own but for my 
sex.” 

- “You may, indeed, Amelia. But what do 
you propose ?”” 

‘“‘Has not my mother mentioned—” 

“‘ Her desire that I should touch at certain 
islands in the South Pacific, if chance, or future 
engagements should lead me thence, from my 
present destination.” 

“Poor mama is but half hopeful, or she 
would have secured hersclf what she has left to 
chance. I have a more comprehensive scheme 
in view, as yet a secret to all.” 

“Will you confide it tq me ?” 

“Yes, I must, requiring your aid in its execu- 
tion. You know Iam of age to-night, and to- 
morrow come in possession of one hundred thou- 


| sand dollars (our hero started), the sum, with 


interest, left me by my father’s will. One third 
of that I intend shall be devoted to instant search 
for him, and if unsuccessful, I will sacrifice all 
to the same object, and deem his fond embrace 
but cheaply purchased.” 
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“Noble girl! Did ever more loving child 
exist, or nobler woman? Amelia, why has 
Heaven made you so far above the standard of 
mortality ?” 

‘“‘Hash, I detest a petverer, and would be 
grieved to find you one.’ 

“T do not flatter. By heaven I adore you !” 
And carried away by mingled love and admira- 
tion, the impassioned youth poured into her 
willing ear the tale she longed to hear, and to 
which she listeued with a throbbing heart, over 
flowing with the fullness of its first gregt 
happiness. | 
' Nor did she withhold the response he craved. 
It fell on his ear in a gentle murmur, assuring 
him of the truth of his friend’s assertion. He 
had been her ideal in childhood, the husband of 
her girlhood’s dream, and was now, in the morn- 
ing of her glorious womanhood, the chosen’ of 
her heart. 

“You will be my almoner, or agent, in the 
outlay of these funds, George,” she said, return- 
ing to the subject at length. “You must obtain 
a rescindment of your vessel’s charter to South 
America, and freight her in your own name for 
the South Pacific, on a trading voyage. In that 
manner only can we hope to succeed. I wish I 
could go with you.” 

“And you can, as my wife, my angel,” ex- 
claimed the enraptured lover. 

“Stay, George, I fear I am about to damp 
your enthusiasm, but justice to ourselves de- 
mands it. I have confessed that—that I love 
you—there! But I must also add, that I have 
sworn never to wed unless my father is present 
to bless my vows.” | 
' Amelia !” 

“J have said it. You doubt, George. But I 
am assured he will be present at our union. Re- 
store him, and he will not withhold your bride.” 
' “By Heaven you render me hopeful, darling! 
Your will shall be obeyed. I will scour every 
ocean on the globe, and every known island in 
them, or restore him to your arms.” 

She thanked him with a kiss which amply re- 
paid him for his solemn vow, and then, leaning 
on his arm, returned to the crowded rvoms to 
lead the merry dance. 


“To remain a year, Milly? What a strange 
whim, indeed!” exclaimed Mrs. Emma May- 
hew one morning, a month after the party, in 


response to an intimation which had just fallen 


from the lips of her friend. 
without you ?” 

* Recall the past, and weave bright pictures 
of the future.” 


“ What shall I do 
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“But you will die of ennui at those horrid 
Green Mountains.” 

“No, m.’am, I shal find ample employment 
and amusement in the study and acquirement of 
the noble art of housewifery.” 

“And your mother goes to Europe alone 2” 

“*’Tis so decided. ‘I begged so hard to be left 
behind that she consented.” 

_ “You're a strange girl, Mill.” 
_ “So say all; yet all act strangely sometimes.” 

‘But George—” 

“ Approves. O, I’m bound to be a model 
wife, although I am an heiress.” 

- “© You would be if you never saw the Green 
Mountains. But when do you set ont ?” 

“ Three days hence.” 

“Why not wait till the Annie sails, and you 
have bidden George godspeed on his mission ?” 

“You know its success will be the object of 
my unceasing prayer, and that will answer quite 
as well, mon ami!” ; 

“TIwish I could accompany you, Milly. I 
would, but Mayhew says I must be his eompagnee 
d'vyage to New Orleans this trip.”’, 

‘And I don’t want you, Em.” 

“ Why, Mill 2” 

“I mean it. I want no city friends to wit- 
ness my first efforts at the milk-maid’s task.” 

“Ha, ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho! You learn to 
milk, churn, and make butter? 0, that’s too 
rich! Ha, ha, ha!” And the amused matron 
laughed until her sides ached, at the idea of her 
friend’s transition from the drawing-room to the 
barnyard. | 

“ Well, Em, since you’re inclined to be so 
merry at my expense, I shall leave you to be- 
come sober, so au revoir till that change takes 
place, or we meet to say adieu.” | 

“Stay, Milly ? But our heroine had crossed 
the threshold, and smilingly refused to return, 
urging the ladies’ usual plea, “She had to do 
some shopping.” 


“Captain Hubbard aboard?” demanded 
Captain Mayhew, as he gained the rail of the 
Annie Laurie, which, fully freighted, equipped 
and manned, was hanging by single fasts to the 
end of India wharf, ready to drop into the 


| stream, or proceed on her voyage, as might be 


deemed expedient by her commander, who, on 
hearing his friend’s voice, passed out of the 
cabin and advanced with both hands extended. 
““Welcume back, Mayhew! You're just in 
time to see me off. I was afraid you would be 


1 too late.” 


“And so was I. Confound those country 
owners, I thought I never should bring them to 


tarms. 


reached just in time to save my. bacon, and gain 
the harricane deck of the Forest City as her last 
fast was let go. When do you sail?” 

“Withia an hour, I hope.” i, : 

“Then I would have missed you if obliged to 
lay over in Portland Jast night. 

“Yes, sir, and if I had obtained a letter I ex- 
pected by last night’s mail, you might have 
strained your eyes searching for me now.” 

““When did you clear ?” 

** Eve before last.” | 

“You've had quick despatch, Hubbard, and 
you've an excellent craft under you. I hope you 
may make a good thing of it;.but I’m sorry 
you're going on such a tom fvol’s errand.” 

. “T can’t endorse that, Mayhew.” 

“‘Didn’t expect you would. One can’t look 
for a diversity of opinion in a brace of lovers, 
you know. But I say, George, what woman’s 
whim sent Milly to the Green Mountains ?” 

“ Can’t say; you are as well informed as I on 
that sabject.” . 

“ And Em is as ignorant. Tell ye what, I be- 
lieve happiuess has deprived the girl of her senses.”’ 

“Happiness seldom dethrones reason, or I 
might have been a candidate for a straight 
jecket, mine came to me so unexpected,”’ re- 
joined our hero, smiling, and leading the way to 
the cabin. He paused at the pantry door to 
sav, “A bottle of port and grapes, Polly.” 

““ What, you carry a stewardess, Hubbard ?” 
demanded his friend, as they entered the cabin. 

“ Yes, sir, another of Milly’s whims. Would 
you believe it 2” 

“‘ She’s resolved you shan’t accuse her of lack 
of confidence in you, eh ?”’ 

“It would seem go, if Polly was young and 
handsome ; but the fact is, she’s an old and indi- 
gent friend of the family’s; deeply attached to 
poor Captain Weston, and as enthusiastic on the 
subject of his restoration to us as is Milly her- 
self. She begged to go, and as Milly seconded 
her prayers, I could not refuse, so gave her the 
berth, with a male assistant. But here she is 
with our wing. Fill for yourself, Polly; you 
will not refuse my toast, I know. Come, just a 
little!’ And placing Mayhew’s, glass before 
him, as she complied, he raised his own, and 
murmuring, said, “Fair winds and flowing seas 
to the Annie Laurie, and may success crown her 
mission !’’ 

“Amen!” ejaculated the ancient stewardess. 
“Tp will, it mast!” And replacing her empty 
glass, she ventured to ask, ‘“‘Have you heard 
from Miss Milly, yet, captain?” 


Missed the Bath boat as it was, and. al- 
most missed the train to Portland, which I 


much! 
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‘*¢ A: youngster on deck to see you, Captain 
Hubbard,” said the mate, appearing at the thresh- 
old at the instant. 

“ Ah,.send him this way.” And replacing his 
glass, he prepared to receive the stranger. 

“You are Captain Hubbard, sir?’ said the 
slight, handsome, and apparently wide-awake 
specimen of the rural New Englander, whom 
the mate ushered in, heedless of the start and 
smothered exclamation with which both gentle- 
men grceted his entrance. 

“That’s my name; but who are you?” de- 
manded our hero, brusquely. 

“‘ This. will explain it, if you please, sir,” said 
the youth, with a quict smile, as he tendered a 
sealed letter. : 

“From Miss Weston? Ah, hercousin! Ex- 
cuse me, sir.” And our hero transferred his 
gaze from the open letter to the youth, who was 
exchanging a friendly clasp with the old stew- 
ardess, adding, “But you resemble her 80 
nearly that I was half assured she stood before 
me.” 

“Thank you, sir—you flatter me—if I was 
only half as handsome as Cousin Milly, I might 


hope to win a wife, one day; but the gals up our 


way wont look at me in the light of a beau. 


They say I’m too little.” And tho speaker, 


heedless of the laugh which greeted his response, 
assamed a seat, and entered into a whispered . 
conversation with the old stewardess, while our 
hero read in a low, yet audible tone: 


‘Rutland, Vt., August 15, 185-. 
“Dean GEORGE :—You will receive this by 
Cousin Edward, on whose account it has been 
delayed one day. He earnestly desires to join 
you in the search for my father, for whom he 
was named, and to whom he was deeply attached. 
Make him supercargo, or clerk, or anything ; 


but take him, to gratify his earnest wish, and 


e me. His presence with you will obviate 
-essity for that miniature you teased me for, 
and I denied, as he is said to resemble me very 
ou will find him an agrecable com- 
panion, I think, his peculiar forte being an ability 
to render himself such to those he esteems. But 
you must judge for yourself, while I will only 
add my belief that his earnest love tor my dear, 
dear father cannot fail to render him an invalu- 
able assistant in the performance of your onerous 
task, the speedy and safe fulfilment of which is 
only necessary to render truly happy, and your 
own, AMELIA WESTON.” 


obli 
an 


“Bor whose sake you are thrice welcome on 
board the Annie.” And grasping the stranger's 
hand Captain Hubbard added, “We shall be 
excellent friends, I know. But excuse my neg- 
lect, and permit me to make you acquainted with 
Captain Mayhew, my, sincere friend.” 

“And Cousin Milly’s. Believe me, sir, your 
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name at least is no stranger.” And the youth 
exchanged a cordial clasp with Mayhew, while 
our hero continued : 

“My preparations are now complete. How 
soon can you be ready?” 

“ As soon as my luggage can be shipped.” 

“ Where is it ?” 

‘“‘ On the wharf, sir.’”’ 

“Good! Just point it out to the mate and he 
will have it aboard in a jiffy.” And as the youth 
disappeared in obedience to the suggestion, our 
hero added, “ There, Mayhew, who wouldn’t 
strive for sucha girl? Ere she left, I deemed my 
personal comfort well secured, while to amuse 
she gave me these.’’ And he opened an exten- 
sive locker crammed with books. “ More, I 
deemed impossible, unless she added herself to 
the list of stores. And now she has sent me 
just the next best thing, a companion and friend 
in whom I can confide.” 

“That you can, captain,” interposed the stew- 
ardess, bluntly. “I’ve known little Eddy ever 
since his mother nursed him. Excuse me, sir; 
but I’m so glad he’s going I hardly know what 
I’m doing.” And she hurried from the cabin, 
followed by her auditor, Mayhew, saying in an 
undertone, “ She sent him to watch you, Hub- 
bard, that’s the dodge, depend on’t. I'll wager 
my head against a new cover for’t, that you 
can’t look at, much less speak to a female till 
you return, and the act remain a secret to Milly 
Weston.” 

e Pone— ye can have your head ready a year 
hence.” / 

“Perhaps; better write me an order for the 
hat before you go, though, you'll be convinced 
I’ve won it when we meet.” 

“WillI? Let fall your canvass fore and aft, 
Mr. Thorn! Stand by fore and main-topsail 
sheets! On the wharf, there, let go our bow- 
fast, please.” And twenty minutes later he was 
waving his late commander a last adieu from the 
Annie’s taffrail, her head being seaward, and 
her dreary voyage begun. 


' Far away in the South Pacific, twenty degrees 
south of the equator, lies the Hervy group of 
islands, to one of which, Aitutake, we beg leave 
to transport our readers. A perfect Eden in all 
that renders life a blessing, it is peopled by a 
race, who from time immemorial, have cursed {t 


by their savage cruelty to those whom chance or 


shipwreck have left upon its shores. 
And now, twelve months after the Annie 


Laurie’s departure from Boston, we find upon it | 
the remnant of a whaler’s crew, who had been : 


cast away on its northern extremity over seven 


years previous. Thatremnant was buttwo. Of 
twenty saved from the wreck of the Fairhaven, 
they alone survived, dragging out a miserable 
existence in the faint hope of escape. Faint, we 
wrote! It had been strong, but its ashes alone 
remained, when they were ordered to the inte- 


‘rior, and to avoid the beach on pain of death, a 


few days previous, where, confined and guarded 
in a rude hut, one of them sank, sick, and weary 
of life, on a rude mat, praying for death, while 
his companion sought an explanation of this 
sudden removal from the coast. _ 

They had been close prisoners two days, when 
the youngest managed to elude his guards, and 
remaining absent a few hours, returned to find 
his companion stretched on his mat at the door 
of the prison hut, and gazing sadly at the length- 
ening shadows. But they must aes for 
themselves. | 

“Ah, Joshua, why did you dso! me? I 
have missed you sadly all day long,” said the 
poor invalid, as the wanderer bent over him. 

_“ Hist, I’ve been to the coast to learn the cause 
of our removal to this oven.” « 
. 6 Well.” re 

“T succeeded. What if I told you a vessel, 
bearing at her peak the stars and stripes of our 
own loved land was at anchor in the offing ?” 

The invalid started, half rose, and then sink- 
ing back heavily, sighed : 

“ Ah, you should not have told me, Joshua.” 

“Why not?” 

“I shall only die the harder.” 

“Die! Tut, tat, don’t talk of dying now, at 
the dawn of brighter prospects. We have not 
been spared so long, and so miraculously pre- 
served, to leave our unburied bones among these 
savage scoundrels. Remember the terrific gale 
in which our gallant ship went down, our dreary 
voyage in a leaky boat, and unexpected rescue 
from starvation to find a prison here. Mark me, 
tis all His work, who ordereth all things well, 
and I am certain now that we are on the eve of 
rescue.” | 

“But I am dying, what boots rescue to me 
now? I would not liveto reach home. Home! 
have lahome? To reach my native land, and 
find no loved ones there to greet me, would be 
worse than death.” 

‘“‘ You are desponding, captain, nor do I won- 
der, in view of all our suffering and many 
failures. But we have a chance now. This 
vescel is a trader, and will remain some time, 
while those which incited former hopes were 
only passing whalers. Hope for this night and 
to-morrow only, ’tis all I ask, and if I do not 
outwit these wily devils and make our presence 
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known to these strangers ’twill be because they 
have slain me in the attempt.” 

““No, no, risk nothing for me, Joshua. Yet 
you should for yourself, for you are young and 
strong, and may live many years to enjoy liberty, 
while Iam but a shattered wreck. This vessel 
comes too late. Last year, last month, or last 
week, even, I would have hailed her presence as 
you do now; but I have thought much, imag- 
ined much regarding those I left at home—my 
wife and child. They must be dead, and, und 
Joshua, my heart is broken.” And tears, which 
had been strangers to the captive’s eyes for years, 
filled them brimful, and flowed over his wasted 
cheek. * 

His companion forbore response; but seating 
himself, raised the weeper’s head gently to his 
knee, and seizing a huge palmleaf lying near, 
proceeded to create a cooling current of air, which 
seemed to soothe and gratify the invalid. 


“‘ Well, Ned, what’s the news? Have yon dis- 
covered any trace of captives to-day, among those 
copper-colored heathens?’ demanded our old 
friend, Captain Hubbard, as he entered the trad- 
ing tent, pitched by his orders on the coral beach 
of Atitutake, at sundown of the day succeeding 
the dialogue above recorded. 

““Not the slightest,” said the supercargo, 
sadly. 

“Well, we must be moving, then. Ah, me, 
I wonder where our search will end? Just a 
year to-night since we set out, two hundred 
islands visited, and as many more heard from, 
without a shadow of success, or a single gleam 
to keep alive the hope we had at sailing. 

““T know it, George, but don’t despair. Re- 
member your pledge to Milly. She depends on 
you for more than its fulfilment.” 
© Poor girl, ane depends on a broken reed, I 

fear ie 

A shade of sadness settled on the supercargo’s 
brow, as he ejaculated : 

‘No, no, she could not repose on a stronger 
staff. ‘ Hope on, hope ever,’ is my motto, as I 
have told you scores of times. Why not adopt 
it, George ?”” 

“I yish I. could; but ’tis so hard to hope 
against conviction.” 

““T know it; but you divest your mind of this 
conviction, resting your opinion on the issue of 
our search. When we have touched at a thou- 
sand islands unsuccessfully, ’twill be time enough 
to despond.” 

. “ Ah, Ned, your gentle cousin has imbued you 
thoroughly with her faith. But come, supper 
waits on board, and we have all this trumpery to 


embark. Here, lads, bear a hand and ship this 
stuff! D’ye hear? Whatdo you find among 
those rocks to gaze at?” 

‘Nothing, sir,” said one of the listening sea- 
men, “only Tom Hazewell will have it he seed 
a white man’s head a bobbing up an’ down 
among them, and we was trying to get a sight.” 

‘* Where is Tom ?”” demanded the supercargo, 
bounding from the tent. 

“Here, sir,” was the prompt response of the 
party named. 

‘“‘ Are you certain of what you say ?” 

“T be, sir.” 

** Did any one else see it ?” 

A general “no” was the prompt response, 
when our young friend, whose keen gaze was 
riveted on the spot indicated, started, exclaiming : 

“There, you did not use your eyes to advan- 
tage, then! [saw it. Look well to your weap- 
ons and follow!” And he was bounding away 
with the speed of a deer, when Captain Hubbard 
sprang after, and seizing him, exclaimed : 

““My soul, Weston, are you mad? See those 
devils!” And he indicated the crowd of sav- 
ages who had been lingering abut the tent, and 
were now hastily assuming a belligerent attitude. 

“Let me go.” 

“To fall, pierced by a hundred arrows ? 
Never !” 

‘* But I saw a white man.” 

“AsIdo now. See, he waves his hand! 
Have patience, Ned. Ha, look to your arms, 
men; if they send an arrow among those rocks, 
shoot them down like dogs.” And the order 
was necessary. The eyes of the demons had 
proved as apt as his, and threescore arrows 
were drawn to the head, awaiting the re-appear- 
ance of, the captive, for it was he. 

“OQ, God, what shall we do?” demanded the 
excited supercargo. ‘It may be my—uncle.” 

“Doubtful; but we must parley with them.” 
And casting aside his weapons, Captain Hub- 
hard advanced towards the group, making signs 
of peace. 

His advance attracted their attention from the 
rocks, distant nearly a hundred yards, when a 
figure emerged from the pile, and gliding over 
the ground with the speed of a deer, made for 
the tent, which he gained at the moment that his 
flight was perceived by the heathens, who did 
not hesitate, but sent a shower of arrows after 
him. 

“Fire!” roared Captain Hubbard. “ Give 
the demons a volley for that!” And he was 
obeyed, while the captive, pierced by threo ar- 
rows, bounded into the midst of the little band 
of seamen, exclaiming : 


260 


“Hold, for Heaven’s sake! To the village, 
and rescue Captain Weston be—” 

“‘ Who ?” shouted both captain and supercargo 
simultaneously. 

“Captain Weston. If from Boston you may 
know him. We foundered at sea, were picked 
up by a whaler, and cast away here, over seven 
years ago. But I have no time for more. He 
is sick, helpless, dying, and they may finish him 
before we get there.” 

“Quick, men, cut those rascals off from re- 
treat!”” shouted Captain Hubbard, while the 
supercargo, who had clung wildly to the cap- 
tive’s arm during his brief recital, exclaimed, 
dragging him from the spot : 

“Lead on, Jead on! I’m with you, and the 
rest can follow !” 

At that instant the savages poured in another 
flight of arrows, which wounded every individ- 
ual of the little band, who returned it with a 
dozen bullets, when a cheer rose seaward, an- 
nouncing the passage of a re-inforcement. 

Answering the cheer, they rushed upon the 
savage foe, when a fearful encounter ensued, and 
at fearful odds, but was speedily terminated by 
the arrival of the mate of the Annie with the 
remainder of her crew, when the islanders sought 
- safety in flight, our hero and his little band 
bounding after them in close pursuit 

In the meantime the supercargo and his guide 
had gained some distance in advance of the fly- 
ing foe. The former’s feet seemed winged, s0 
fast he sped, prevented from outstripping his 
companion by his ignorance of the route, while 
the latter avoided the direct path, and thus led 
him by without meeting the numerous squads of 
warriors, who were hurrying towards the beach. 
The hut was gained at length, and found deserted 
by its guard, when bounding in the captive 
shouted, “ Captain !” 

“Ah, Joshua, ’m glad—’’ But the fervent 
pressure of a pair of lips sealed his mouth, while 
@ pair of arms wound tightly round his frail* 
form, and the words, “‘ Great God, I thank thee !” 
startled him into renewed animation. ‘ What, 
Joshua, who is this ?” 

“Can’t tell ye; no time to answer questions. 
We are saved—we are rescued! Come!” 

“Ah, you have succeeded? Hurrah! But 
no, don’t wait for me, Rynders—fly !’’ 

“ Not without you.” — 

“What folly! Have I not told you my days 
were numbered ?” 

“ My God, captain, will you refuse release ?” 

“No, no, he will not, cannot, must not! 
Come!” And the supercargo essayed to raise. 
him from his mat, but in vain. 
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‘No, no, messmate, let me die here. If I 
lived to reach America, ’twould be only to suffer 
ten thousand deaths. You must go alone, 
Rynders. You left no wife and child, and in 
meeting none will not be disappointed. If my 
Milly was—” 

“Here, dearest father, ’tis your Milly who im- 
plores you, whose arms encircle you !”’ 

““My Milly! What do you mean?” And 
the being so helpless but a moment previous, 
stood erect and strong, as when he had bidden 
home adieu; but as that strength came it passed, 
and sinking on his palmleaf mat, he murmured, 
‘* How very cruel !” 

At that instant Captain Hubbard was heard 
shouting the supercargo’s name outside, when 
Rynders responded, and a minute later the gal- 
lant fellow paused in the entrance, demanding : 

“Where, O, where is my prize, my old 
captain ?” 

‘“‘ Here, Hubbard, I have him in my arms,” 
said our heroine. 

“Well done, Weston, you have forestalled 
me.” And our hero clasped the old man to his 
heart, raising him lightly from the mat. 

“Joshua, what does this mean? Am I 
dreaming ?”’ And the speaker sought in vain to 
penetrate the gloom. 

“Not a bit of it, captain. Wo have sailed 
over eighteen thousand miles in search of you, 
sent by your angelic Milly, to fiud and take you 
home.” 

“Sent by Milly? She was beside me but 
now, she said. Ah, Rynders, her spirit has 
called me, and I must go. Good-by, messmate, 
this must be death.” 

“Death! O, can you not believe me, father ?”’ 

“ Father !” echoed our hero, amazed in turn. 
‘In Heaven’s name, have you been with me all. 
this time ?”’ 

But we have reached the climax, reader. 
Suffice it, that the fact required but little explan- 
ation, and that little was vouchsafed, when the 
cabin of the Annie Laurie had been gained. 
We wot it contained a grateful party that night, 
and when the morning dawned upon the gal- 
lant barque, many leagues from her late anchor- 
age, Captain Weston sought and gained her deck 
without assistance, to obtain a last glimpse of the 
scene of his captivity, and breathe a petition to 
Heaven for blessings on the child who had 
brought him renewed life and liberty. 

_ Three months later the Annie Laurie anchored 
in Boston harbor, when Mrs. Weston, just ar- 
rived from Europe, and expecting her daughter 
from Vermont hourly, was electrified on receiv- 
ing her from a foreign clime, with the husband 
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so long lost. Nor was her incredulity strange in 


view of the fact that her travelling desk contained 


some twenty letters from Vermont, purporting: 


to be from her child, who in disclaiming them, 


promised to produce the author, which she did a 


few days later, in the person of old Polly’s—the 
stewardess—daughter. 

“She couldn’t cheat me, though, so you may 
order that hat, Hubbard!’ was Mayhew’s re- 


sponse to his friend’s recital of the scene in the 


hut. 

Need we add he received it to “sport” for the 
first time at the latter’s wedding, which was not 
long delayed, and proved the issue of our hero’s 
sea-furing career ? 

His bride would not consent that his home 
should be on the ocean longer. It had robbed 


her of a father’s care for years, she said, and she 


would not risk her husband on its treacherous 
bosom. 

Captain Weston, now fully restored to health, 
endorsed her views. He would become a lands- 
man himself, he said, and he readily effected the 
conversion of his ex-mate and fellow-captive, as- 
serting that his old home had room for all, and 
all inhabit it to this day, rendering meet homage 
to its presiding genius, who is at once the most 
affectionate and dutiful of children, most exem- 
platy of wives, and best of mothers, as well as 
the author of their united happiness, and we 
pray that she may live in full enjoyment of the 
meet reward of her unexampled faith and 


perseverance. 
eR Ol AGE ra TT 


WHAT GIRLS SHOULD LEARN. 


After the death of his wife, Sir Charles Na- 
pe removed to Caen, in Normandy, and did his 
est to perform the part of a mother to his yirls. 
His aim was to make them religious, as the fuund- 
ation of all excellence; to teach them accounts, 
that they might learn the value of money; work, 
that they might not waste their time if they were 
rich, nor be helpless if they were poor; cooking, 
that they might guard against the waste of ser- 
vants, and be able to do for themselves in the 
event of a revolution.—S& William Napier. 
Se OO OOO 

HOSPITALITY. 

It is an excellent circumstance that hospitalit 


grows best where it is most needed. In the thick 


of men it dwindles and disappears, like fruits in 
the thick of a wood; but where men are planted 
sparsely, it blossoms dnd matures, like apples on 
& standard or an espalier. Jt flourishes where the 
inn and lodging-house cannot exist.—H. Miller. 


WHERE I8 GOD? 


In the sun, the moon, the sky; 
On the mountain, wild and high; 
Jn the thunder; in the rala; 

Ju the grove, the wood, the plain; 
In the little birds that sing— 
God is seen in everything. 
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LITTLE CHILDREN’S DRESSES. 


A distingnished physician, who died some 
years since, in Paris, declared: “I believe that 
during the twenty-six years I have practised my 
etalgeais in this city, twenty thousand children 

ave been carried to the cemeteries, a sacrifice to 
the absurd custom of exposing their arms naked.” 
I have often thought if a mother were anxiuus to 
show the soft white skin ofher baby, and would 
cut out a round hole in the little thing’s dress, 
jast over the heart, and then carry it about for 
observation by the company, it would do very 
little harm. But to expose the baby’s arms, 
members, so far removed from the heart and with 
such feeble circulation at best, is a most perni- 
cious practice. 

Put the bulb of a thermometer in a baby’s 
moath; the mercury rises to 99 degrees. Now 
carry the same bulb to its little hand; if the arms 
be bare, and the evening cool, the mercury will 
sink forty degrees. Of course all the blood 
which flows through these arms and hands must 
full from 20 to 40 degrees below the temperature 
of the heart. Need I say that when these cold 
currents of blood flow back into the chest, the 
child’s general vitality must be more or less com- 
promised? And need I add that we ought not 
to be surprised at its frequently recurring affec- 
tions of the lungs, throat and stomach? I have 
seen more than one child with habitual cough 
and hoarseness, or choking with mucus, entirely 
and permanently relieved by simply keeping its 
arms and hands warm. Every observing and 
progressive physician has daily opportunities to 
witness the same simple cure.—Dr. Lewis. 
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ONLY A COBBLER. 


William Carey had been brought up in the 
Church of England ; but various causes induced 
him to become a Baptist, and he was baptized in 
1783, at the age of twenty-two, in the river Nan, | 
by Dr. Ryland, who afterwards assisted him in 
the formation of missions. He devoted himself 
entirely to Scripture ; and to understand it bet- 
ter, studied, as best he could, Latin, Greek, and 
Hebrew. Yet he was still a journeyman shoe- 
maker, who would have mended your boots, had. 
you lived in those days, for a:shilling or so, and 
would have been glad of the job. When his 
master died he married his sister. and took-up 
the business. This step was unfortanate ; for. 
the said sister cared as little for the thiugs which 
interested Carey as any of the Hindoos he after. 
wards sought to convert; and proved, in time, | 
no slight obstacle in his way. His trade,. too, : 
diminished ; and while in the capacity of a Bap- 
tist minister, he was preaching on Sundays to his, 
congregation, he had to travel many a long mile 
in spite of ill health, on the week-days, to sell his 
boots and shoes, that he might buy bread. Yet’ 
he was patient and true, and not ashamed of his 
poverty. Thirty years later he was dining amid 
Generale and officials at the table of the governor- 
general of India, where he overheard some one 
ask whether Mr. Carey had once been & shoe- 
maker. ‘No, gir,” cried Carey, ‘only a cob- 
bler.”” There is many a man who rises from a 
humble to a grand position in life, and is glad to 
forget what he once was; Carey had too much 
senge for that.—Z'he Art of Doing our Best. 


